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in hoe est hoax, cum quiz et jokesez, 
kt smokem, toastem, ruasiem foiksez, 

Fee, taw, fuim. Psalmanazar. 
With ome ie and broiled, and stewed, and (toasted, 
And f; and boiled, and smoked, aud roasted, 

We * icon t the town. 
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LAIVUNCELOT LANGSTAIF, ES 


Inthe conduct of an epick poem, it has been tha 
stom from time immemorial, for the poet occa- 
onally to intreduce his reader to an intimate ac- 
uaintance with the heroes of his story, by show- 


‘ing him into their tenis, and giving him an oppor- 


}tunity of observing them in their night-gown and 
Sslippers. Itowever, I despise the servile genius 


Fihat would descend to follow a precedent, though 


5 furnished by Homer himself, and consider him as 


ona par with the cart that follows at the heels of 
nel Loree, without ever taking the Jead ; yet at the 


present moment my whim is opposed to my opi- 
buch, vnd whenever this is the case, my opiniog 
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gencrally surrenders at discretion. Iam determin é ' 
ced, therefore, to give the town a peep into our di- | 
van, and I shall repeat it as often asI please, to ; 
show that I intend to be sociable. a 
The other night Will Wizard and Evergreen — , 
called upon me, to pass away a few hours in social — 
chat, and hold a kind of council of war. To givea/_ 
zest to our evening, I uncorked a bottle of London)” 
parucular, which has grown old with myself, and). 
which never fails to excite a smile in the counte-| p 
nances of my old cronies, to whom alone it is devot- _ 
ed. After some little time the conversation turned 5, 
on the effect produced by our first number ; every) g; 
one had his budget of information, and I assure my if th 
readers that we laughed most unceremoniously at!” 4p 
their CXPeInse 5 they will excuse us for our mer: 7 Ww] 
timent—tis a way we’ve got. Evergreen, who Is |) to 
ey a Save ourite borw c nonipens on of young pene old, : 








ters were ‘tickled with aievens passages. The old Sw} 
fulk were delighted to find there wasa bias in our fey 
junto towards ‘the good old times ;”” and he par-1@ po, 
ticularly noticed a worthy old gentleman of his” ho, 
acquaintance, who had been semewhat a beau in] tha 
his day, whose eyes beleheened at the bare men-7 « 
tion of Kissing-bridge. ‘It recalled to his recollec- pre 
tion several of his yquthful exploits, at that cele-§ spi 
brated pass, on w hich he seemed to dwell with]; 
creat pleasure and self-complacency :—he hoped jy, 
he said, that the bridge might be preserved for the ti, 
honefit of posterity, and as amonument of the gal xpi, 
jantry of their grandfathers ; and even hinted x a te 
the expediency of erecting atoll-gate there, te cog y 
fect ihe forfeits of the ladies. But the most flatGipeo; 
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N | tering testimony of approbation, which our work 
+| has received, was from an old lady who never 
to” Jaughed but once in her life, and that was at the 
~ conclusion of the last war. She was detected by 
el friend Anthony in the very fact of laughing most 
ial” obstreperously at the description of the little danc- 
eA) ing frenchman. Now it giads my very heart to 
lon! find our effusions have such a pleasing effect. I 
nd yenerate the aged, and joy whenever it is in my 
te-" power to scatter a few flowers in their path. 
ot- The young people were particularly interested 
ned” jn the account of the assembly. There was somc 
cry) difference of opinion respecting the new /lanet, and 


% 


mY! the blooming nymph from the country ; but as to 








y «| the compliment paid to the fascinating little sylph 
cre who danced so gracefully—every lady modestly 
015” took that to herself. 

old) Evergreen mentioned also that the young ladies 
d itt were extremely anxious to learn the true mode of 
rac‘) managing their beaux, and miss DIANA WEAR- 
- Olt) wei, who is as chaste asan icicle, has seen a 
oul) few superfluous winters pass over her head, and 
pat-|> boasts of having slain her thousands,wished to know 
f his” how old maids were to do without husbands—not 
Wu IN| that she was very: curious about the matter, she 
men“ only asked for information.” Several ladies ex- 
alec: } pressed their earnest desire that we would not 
cele-@ spare those wooden gentlemen, who perform the 
with® parts of mutes, or stalking horses, in their drawing 
opeh¥ rooms ; and their mothers were equally anxious 
or the that we would show no quarter to those lads of 
e gil'@ spirit, who now and then cw their bottles to enliven 
ted “a tea-party with the humours of the dinnei-table. 
1e col Will Wizard was not a little chagrined at having 
st flaJ been mistaken fora gentleman, who is no more 
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like me, said Will, “ thanT like Hercules." 1 
was well assured,” continued Wui, * that as our 
characters were drawn from nature, the originals | 


would be found in every society. And so it has © 


happened—every little circle has its *Sbidlikens 5 7 
and the cockney, mtended merely as s the repre- # 
sentative of his sfecies, has dwindled into an insig- § 
wicaent individual, who having recognized ils own FF 
likeness, has foolishly appropriated to himselfa 
picture for which he never sat. Such too, has been | 
the case with pinG-ponc, who has kisciv under- | 
taken io be my representative—not that I care | 
much about the matter, for it must be acknow ledg- 
ed that the anima! is a good-natured anim! cote 
—and what is more, a fashionable ainimal—and 7 
this is saying more than to call him a corjurer. 
But Iam much mistaken if he can claim any affin- 4 
ity tothe Wizard family——Surely eve ery body F 
knows Ding-dony, the gentie Ding-dong, who per- Ff 
vades all space, who is here and there and every © 
where ; no tea-party can be complete witheut Ding- 7 
dong—and his appearance is sure to cccasion af 

‘tle. —Ding-dong has been the occasion of much 7 
wit in ius day; I have even seen many puny ¥ hip- 
sters attempt to be cull at his expense, who were 7 
as much inferior to him as the gad-fly is to the ox © 
that he buzzes about. Does any witling want te | 
distress the company with a miserable pun ‘—no- 
body’s name presents sooner than Ding-dong’s; 
and it has been played upon with equal skill and 
equal entertainment to the bye-standers as Trinity 
belis. Ding-dong is profoundly devoted to the 
ladies, and highly entitied to their regard; for! 
know no man who mukes a better bow, or talks less 
to the purpose than Ding-deng. Ding-derg hay 
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acquired a prodigious fund of knowledge, by read- 
ing Dilworth when a boy ; and the other day, on 
being asked who was the author of Macbeth, an- 
swered, without the least hesitation—Shakspeare ! 
Ding-dong has a quotation for every day of the 
year, and every bour of the day, and every minute 
of the hour; but he often commits petty larcenies 
on the pocts—plucks the grey hairs of old Chau- 
cer’s head, and claps them on the chin of Pope ; 
and filches Johnson’s wig, to cover the bald pate of 
Homer ;—but his blunders pass undetected by one 
half of his hearers. Ding-dong, it is true, though 
he has long wrangled at our bar, cannot boast much: 
of his legal knowledge, nor does his forensic elo- 
quence entitle him to rank with a Cicero ora Le- 
mosthenes ; but bating his professional deficien- 
cies, he is a man of most delectable discourse, and 
can hold forth for an hour upon the colour of a rib- 
bon or the construction of a wer'.bag. Ding-Dong 
is now in his fortieth year, or perhaps a little more 
—rivals all the little beaux in town, in his attentions 
to the ladies—is in a state of rapid improvement ; 
and there is no doubt but that by the time he arrives 
at years of discretion, he will be a very accomplish- 
ed agreeable young fellow.” TF advise all clever, 
good-for-nothing, “ Jearned and authentic” gentle- 
men,” to take care how they wear this caf, how- 
ever Well it fits ; and to bear in mind, that our cha- 
racters are not individuals, but species: if after 
this warning, any person chooses to represent mr. 
Ding-dong, the sin is at his own door—we wash 
our hands of it. 

We all sympathised with Wizard, that he should 
be mistaken for a person so very diflerent; and I 
hereby assure my readers, that William Wizard is 
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no other person inthe whole world due Wilham 
Wizard ; so I beg I may hear no more conjectures | 
on the subject. W ill is, in fact, a wiseacre by in- 
heritance. The Wizard family has long been ce- 
lebrated for knowing more than their neighbours, 
particularly concerning their neighbours’ affairse 
They were anciently called jossELix, but Will’s 
great uncle, by the father’s side, having been acci- 
dentally burnt for a witch in Connecticut, in conse- 
quence of blowing up his own house in a philo- 
sophical experiment, the family, in order to perpetu- 
ate the recollection of this memorable circum- 
stance, assumed the name and arms of Wizard, and 
have borne them ever since. 

In the course of my customary morning’s walk, 


I stopped in at a book-store, which is noted for be-. 


ing the favourite haunt of a number of literati, some 
of whom rank high in the opinion of the world, 
and others rank equally high in their own. Here 
J found a knot of queer fellows listening to one of 
their company, who was reading our paper ; I par- 
ticularly noticed mr. ICHABOD FUNGUS among the 


- humber. 


Fungus is one of those fidgeting, meddling quid- 
nuncs, with which this unhappy city is pestered : 
one of your “ Q in a corner fellows,” who speaks 
volumes with a wink—=conveys most portentous in- 
formation, by laying his finger beside his nose,— 
and is always smelling a rat in the most trifling 
occurrence. He listened to our work with the most 
frigid gravity—-every now and then gave a myste- 
rious shrug—a humpfh—or a screw of the mouth ; 
and on being asked his opinion at the conclusion, 
said, he did not know what to think of it;—he 
hoped it did not mean any thing against the gO 
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yvernment—that no lurking treason was couched in 
all this talk. These were dangerous times—times 
of plot and conspiracy ;—he did not at all like those 
stars after mr. Jefferson’s name—they had an air of 
concealment. Dick PADDLE, who was one of the 
group, undertook our cause. Dick is known to the 
world, as being a most knowing genius, who can 
see as far as any body—into a millstone, maintains, 
in the teeth of all argument, that a spade zs a spade ; 
and will labour a good half hour by St. Paul’s 
clock, to establish a self-evident fact. Dick assured 
old Fungus, that those stars merely stood for mr. 
Jefferson’s red what-d’ye-call’ms ; and that so far 
from a conspiracy against their peace and prospe- 
rity, the authors whom he knew very well, were 
only expressing their high respect for them. The 
old man shook his head, shrugged his shoulders, 
gave a mysterious lord Burleigh nod, said he hoped 
it might be so; but he was by no means satisfied 
with this attack upon the president’s breeches, as 


| “thereby hangs a tale.” 


SE SR SSP OE 7 BLOT POEUN ls OL NED ES 





MR. WILSON’S CONCERT, 


BY ANTHONY EVERGREEN, GENT. 


_ In my register of indisputable facts I have noted 

it conspicuously, that all modern music is but the 

mere dregs and drainings of the ancient, and that 

all the spirit and vigour of harmony has intirely 

¢vaporated in the Japse of ages. Oh! for the 

chant of the naiades, andthe dryades, the shell 
A3 
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of the tritons, and the sweet warblings of the mer- 
maids of ancient days! where now shall we seek 

the Amphion, who built walls with aturn of his 
lsurdy-gurdy, the Orpheus, who made stones to 
Whistle about his ears, and trees hop in a country 
Gane, by the mere quavering of his fiddle-stick ! 
ah ! had I the ss the former, how soon would 
I build up the new City-Hal!, and save the cash 
and credit of the corporation ; and how much soon- 
er would I build myself a snug house in Broadway 
—nor would it be the first time a house has been 
obtained there fora song. In my opinion, the 
scotch bag-pipe is the only instrument that rivals 
the ancient lyre ; and I am surprised it should be 
almost the only one intirely excluded from our 
concerts. 

Talking of concerts reminds me of that given a 
few nizhts since by mr. wiLson, at which I had 
the misfortune of being present. It was attended 
by a numerous company, and gave great satisfaction, 
ifl may be allowed to judge from the frequent 
gapings of the audience ; though I will not risk my 
credit as a connoisseur, by saying whether they 
proceeded from wonder, or a violent inclination to 


doze. Iwas delighted to find, in the mazes of the | 


crowd, my particular friend snrvexs, who had put 
on his cognoscenti phiz he being, according to 
his own account, a profound adept in the science of 
musick. Hecan tell a crotchet at first sight, and, 
like a true englishman, is delighted with the plum- 





pudding rotundity of a semibreve ; and, in short, | 


boasts of having incontinently climbed up Paff’s 
musical tree, which hangs every day upon the 
poplar, from the fundamental-concord, to the fun- 
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damental major-discord, and so on from branch to 
branch, until he reached the very top, where he 
sung “ Rule Britannia,’ clapped his wings, and 
then—came down again. Like all true transatlan- 
tick judges, he suffers most horribly at our musical 
entertainments ; and he assures me that what with 
the confounded scraping, and scratching, and grat- 
ing of our fiddlers, he thinks » the sitting out one of 
our concerts tantamount to the punishment of that 
unfortunate saint, who was frittered in two with 
a hand-saw. 

The concert was given in the tea-room, at the 
City-Hotel ; an apartment admirably calculated by 
its dingy walls, beautifully marbled with smoke, 
to show off the dresses and complexions of the 
ladies, and by the flatness of its ceiling to repress 
those impertinent reverberations of the musick, 
which, whatever others may foolishly assert, are, 
as Snivers says, “no better than repetitions of old 
stories.” 

Mr. Wilson gave me infinite satisfaction by the 
sentility of his demeanour, and the roguish looks he 
now and then cast at the ladies ; but we fear his ex- 
cessive modesty threw him into some little confu- 
sion, for he absolutely forgot himself, and in the 
whole course of his entrances and exits, never once 
made his bow to the audience. On the whole, how- 
ever, I think he has a fine voice, sings with great 
taste, and is a very modest good-looking little man ; 
but I bee leave to repeat the advice so often given 
by the illustrious tenants of the theatrical sky-par- 
lour, to the gentlemen who are charged with the 
“nice conduct” of chairs and tables—* make a bow 


Johnny Johnny make a bow !” 
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I cannot, on this occasion, but express my sur- 
prise that certain amateurs should be so frequently 
at concerts, considering what agonies they suiler 
while a piece of musick 1s playing. I defy any man 
of common humanity, and who has not the heart 
of a Choctow, to contemplate the countenance of 
one of these unhappy victims of a fiddle-stick, 
without feeling a sentiment of compassion. His 
whole visage is distorted ; he rolls up his eyes, as 
M’Sychophant says, “ like a duck in thunder,” and 
the musick seems to operate upon him like a fit of 
the cholick: his very bowels seem to sympathize 
at every twang ofthe cat-gut, as ifhe heard at 
that moment the wailings of the helpless animal 
that had been sacrificed to harmony. Ner does 
the hero of the orchestra scem less affected: as 
soon as the signal is given, he seizes his fiddle-stick, 
makes a most horrible grimace, scowls fiercely up- 
on his musick-book, and grins every little trembling 
crotchet and quaver out of countenance. I have 
sometimes particularly noticed a hungry looking 
gaul, who torments a huge bass-viol, and who is 
doubtless the original of the famous “ Raw-head- 
and-bloody-bones,” so potent in frightening naughty 
children. 

‘The person who played the french horn was very 
excellent in his way, but Snivers cculd not relish his 
performance, having sometime since heard a geli- 
tleman amateur in Gotham play asolo on his ros 
boscis, or nozzle, in a style infinitely superior ; 





Snout, the bellows-mender, never tuned his wind 
instrument more musically ; nor did the celebrated 
“knight of the burning lamp,” ever yield more 
exquisite entertainment with his nose ; this gen- 
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tleman had latterly ceased to exhibit this prodigious 
accomplishment, having, it was whispered, hired 
out his snout to a ferryman, who had lost his conch- 
shell—the consequence was, that he did not show 
his nose in company so frequently as before. 











» bY ia 


Sitrinc late the other evening in my elbow- 
chair, indulging in that kind of indolent meditation, 
which I consider the perfeétion of human bliss, I 
was roused from my reverie by the entrance of an 
old servant in the cockgtorr livery, who handed 
me a letter, containing the following address from 
my cousin, and old college chum, PINDAR COCK- 
LOFT. 

Honest anpREWw as he delivered it, informed 
me that his master, who resides a little way from 
town, on reading a small pamphlet in a neat yellow 
cover, rubbed his hands with symptoms of great 
satisfaction, called for his favourite chinese ink-stand, 
with two sprawling mandarins for its supporters, 
and wrote the letter which he had the honour to 
present me. 

As I foresee my ccusin will one day become a 
great favourite with the publick, and as I know him 
to be somewhat punctilious as it respects etiquette, 
I shall take this opportunity to gratify the old gen- 
tleman, by giving him a proper introduction to the 
fashionable world. ‘The Cockloft family, to which 
J have the comfort of being related, has been fruit- 
fulin old bachelors and humourists, as will be pers 
ecived when I come to treat more of its history, 
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My cousin Pindar is one of its most conspicuous 
members—he is now in his fifty-eighth year—is a 
bachelor, partly through choice, and partly throuch 
chance, and an oddity of the first water. Half his 
life has been employed in writing odes, sonnets, 
epigrams and elegies, which he seldom shows to 
any body but myself, after they are written ; and 
all the old chests, drawers, and chair-bottoms in 
the house, teem with his productions. 

In his younger days, he figured as a dashing 
blade in the great world ; and no young fellow of 
the town wore a longer pig-tail, or carried more 
buckram in his skirts. From sixteen to thirty he 
Was continually in love, and during that period, to 
use his own words,he be-scribbled more paper than 
would serve the theatre for snow-storms a whole 
season. The evening of his thirtieth birth-day, as 
he sat by the fire-side, as much in love as ever was 
man in this world, and writing the name of his 
mistress in the ashes, with an old tongs that had lost 
one of its legs, he was seized with a whim-wham 
that he was an old fool to be in love at his time of 
life. It was ever one of the Cockloft characteris- 
ticks, to strzke to whim, and had Pindar stood out on 
this occasion he would have brought the reputation 
of his mother in question. From that time, he 
gave up all particular attentions to the ladies, and 
though he still loves their company, he has never 
been known to exceed the bounds of common 
courtesy in his intercourse with them. He was 
the life and ornament of our family circle in town, 
until the epoch of the french revolution, which 
sent so many unfortunate dancing-masters from 
iheir country, to polish and enlighten our hemis- 
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phere. This was a sad time for Pindar, who had 
taken a genuine Cockloft prejudice against-every 
thing french, every since he was brought to death’s 
door by a ragout : he groaned at Ca Ira, and the 
Marseilles Hymn had much the same effect upon 
him, that sharpening a knife on a dry whetstone 
has upon some people—it set his teeth chatter- 


‘ing. He might in time have been reconciled to 
- these rubs, had not the introduction of french cock- 
- ades on the hats of our citizens absolutely thrown 


him into a fever: the first time he saw an instance 
of this kind, he came honve with great precipita- 
tion, packed up his trunk, his old fashioned writing- 
desk, and his chinese ink-stand, and made a kind 
of growling retreat to Cockloft Hall, where he has 


resided ever since. 


My cousin Pindar is of a mercurial disposition— 
a humourist without ii-nature-—he isef the true 
gun-powder temper-—one flash and all is over. It is 


true, when the wind is easterly, or the gout gives 


him a gentle twinge, or he hears of any new suc- 
cesses of the french, he will become a hitle splene- 
tick ; and heaven help the man, and more particu- 


larly the woman, that crosses his humour at that 


/moment—-she is sure to receive no quarter. These 
gare the most sublime moments.of Pindar. JTswear 


to you, dear ladies and gentlemen, I would not lose 
one of these splenctick bursts, for the best wig in my 
wardrobe, even though it were proved to be the 
identical wig worn by the sage Linkum Fidelius, 
when he demonstrated before the whole university 
of Leyden, that it was possible to make bricks with- 
out straw. IT have seen the old gentleman blaze 
lorth sucha volcanick explosion of wit, ridicule, and 
saulre, that I was almost tempted to believe him ins 
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» “spired. But these sallies only lasted for a moment, | 


and passed like summer clouds over the benevolent oy 
sunshine which ever warmed his heart, and lighted ) 
up his countenance. i 
Time, though it has dealt roughly with his per- | 
son, has passed lightly over the graces of his mind, | 
and left him in full possession of all the sensibilities 5 
of youth. His eye kindles at the relation of ano- 7 | 
ble or generous action, his heart melts at the story § 





of distress, and he is still a warm admirer of the — ] 
fair. Like all old bachelors, however, he looks-back — ! 
with a fond and lingering eye on the period of his 
éoyhood, and would sooner suffer the pangs of ma- FF - 
trimony, than acknowledge that the world or any |” 
thing in it, is half so clever, as it was in those good] 5 
old times that are “ gone by.” _ 

I believe I have already mentioned, that with all> 
his good qualities he is a humourist. and a humour- & \ 
ist of the highest order. He has some of the most \ 
intolerable whim-whams I ever met with in my— 4 
life, and his oddities are sufficient to eke out a hun-@ : 
dred tolerable originals. But I will nat enlarge oafy 7 
them—cnough bes been told to excite a desire tom 
know more, and I am much mistaken, if in the — tT 


course of half a dozen of our numbers, he dont” : 
tickle, plague, please and perplex the whole town, | ! 
and completely establish his claim to the laureat-@ > 
ship he has solicited, and with which we hereby 4 


invest him, recommending him and his effusions 4 
to publick reverence and respect. A 
LAUNCELOT LANGSTATF. a 

A 
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) Which whilom the eyes of our fathers did greet ;— 
| No longer be-mobbled, be ruilled, be-quiil’d, 
| Bepowderd, be-hooded, be-patch’d and be-frill’d j— 
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TO LAUNCELOT LA‘GSTAFP, ESQ) ee 


DEAR LAUNCE, » 


As Lind you have taken the quill, 
To put our gay town and iis :air under drill, 
{ ctier my hopes for success to your Catise, 
And send you unvarnish’d my mite of applause. 

Ah, Launce, this poor tow» has been woetully fashed , 
Jias long been be frenchman’d, be-cockney d, be-trashed ; 
And our ladies be-devild, bewilderd astray, 
From the ruijes of their grardamnes have wander'd away. 
No longer that modest demeanour we meet, 





No longer our fair ones their grograms display, 
And stiffin brocade, strut ‘ like castles” away. 

Oh, how fondly my soul forms deparied has traced, 
When our ladies in stays and in boddice well laced, 
When bishop'd, and cushion’d, and hoop’d to the chin, 
Well caliash’d without, and well bolster’d within ; 

All cased in their buckrams, from crown down to tail, 
Like O’Braliagan’s mistress, were shaped like a pail. 

W eli—peace to those fashions—the joy of our eyes 
Tempora mutantur,—new follies will rise ; 

Yet line joys that are pasi,” they stili crowd on tbe mind, 
In moments of thought, 9. tie sont looks behind. 7 

Sweet days of our be, |.ood, zone by, my dear Launce, 

Like the shadows of nant, or the forms in a trance: 

Yet oii ve retface (hese bright visions again, 

Nos maqgmur, tist)ue—but those visions remain. 

I recal with delight, how my bosom would creep, 
When some delicate foot from its chamber would peep ; 
And wien [a neat stocking’d auale could spy, 
—By the sages of old, i was supt ‘othe sky ! 

All then was retiring—was modest—discreet ; 

‘Lhe bezuties, all shiouded, were lefi to conceit ; 

To the visions which fancy would form in her eye, 

Of races that snug in sott ambushWould jie, 
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And the heart, like the poets, in thought would pursue 


The elysium of bliss, which was veil’d from its view. 

We are old fashion'd feliows, our nieces all say: 
Old fashion’d, indeed, coz—and swear it they may 5 
For | freely confess that it yields me no pride, 

‘To see them ali blaze what their mothers would hide; 
‘To see them, ail shiv’ring, some cold winter’s day, 
So lavish their beauties ana graces display, 

And give to each fopling that offers his hand, 

Like Moses from Pisgai—a peep at the land. 

But a truce with complaining :—the object in view, 

Is to offer my help in the work you pursue ; 

And as your effusions and labours sublime, 

Mav need, now and then, a few touches of rhyme, 

J humbly solicit, as cousin and friend, 

A quiddity, quirk, or remonstrance to send : 

Or should you a Laureat want in your pian, 

By the muffof my grandmother, | am your man] 
You must know [ have got a poetical mill, 

Which with odd lines, and coup'ets, and triplets [ fill; 
And a poem | grind, as from rags white and blue 
The paper mill yields you a sheet fair and new. 

I can grind down an ode, or an epick that’s long, 

Into sonnet, acrostick, conundrum or song: 

As io du'l hudibrastick, so boasted of late, 

‘The doggere! dischai ge of some muddle brain’d pate, 
I can grind it by wholesale—and give it its point, 
With billingsgate dish’d up in rhymes out of joint. 

I have read all the poets—and got them by heart, 
Can slit them, and twist them, and take them apart ; 
Can cook up an ode out of patches and shreds, 

‘To muddie my readers, and bother their heads. 
Old Homer, and Virgil, and Ovid I scan, 
Anacreon and Sappho, (who changed to a swan;) 
Jambicks and sapphicks | grind at my will, 
And with ditties of love every noddle can fill. 
Oh, ’twould do your heart good, Launce, to see my 
mill grind 
Oid stuff into verses, and poems refined ;— 
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Yan Spencer, Dan Chaucer, those poets of old, 


Ne van 
‘’hough cover’d with dust, are yet true sterling goid, 
I can grind otf their tarnish, and bring them to view, 
New-modell’d, new-mill’d, and improved in their hues 
But | promise no more—only give me the place, 
. And (li warrant Pil fill it with credit and grace ; 


By the living! Vil figure and cut you a dash 
— \s bold as Will Wizard, or ’SBIDLIKENS FLASH. 


PINDAR COCKLOF?, 
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© Perhaps the most fruitful source of mortification to a 

| merry writer, who, for the amuseinent of himself aod the 

publick, employs his teisure in sketching odd characters 

from imagination, is, that he cannot flourish bis pen, but 

15; BB every Jack-pudding imagines it is pointed directly at 

himself:—he cannot, in his gambols, throw a fool’s cap 

among the crowd, but every queer fellow tnsists upon 

putting it on his own head; or chatk an outlandish 

| figure, but every outlandish genius ts eager to write his 

} own name under it. However we may be mortified, 

e, & that these men should each individually think himself of 

& si flicicnt conscquence to engage our attention, we should 

@ not care a rush about it, if thev did not get Into a passion 
® and compiata of having been tl-used 

> fe Itis notin our hearts to hurt the feeliags of one single 

mortal, by holding him: up to publick ridicule, and if it 

were, we lay it down as one of our indisputable facts, 

that no man can be made ridiculous but by iis own fole 

iy. As however weare aware that when a man by chance 
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gels athwack inthe crowd, he isapt to suppose the blow 
was intended exclusively for himself, and so fail into une 
tascauable anger, we have determined toilet these crusty 
gentry Know what Kind of satisfaction they are to ex 
pectfrom us. Weare resolved not to fight, for three 
spccial reasons ; first, because fighting is at all events ex- 
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tremely troublesome and inconvenient, particularly a af 
this season of the year; second, because if either of us 
should happen to be killed, 1 would be a great loss to 
the publick, and rob them ©. many a good laugh we have ) 
in store for their amusement; and third, because if we 
should chance te kill our adversary, as is most likely, 
for we can every one of us split bails upon. razors and 
snulf candles, it would be a loss to our publisher, by de 
priving him of a good customer. If any gentleman Ca. 
suist will give three as good reasons for fighting, we a — 
promise hitn 2 complete set of Salmagundi for nothing, E 
But though we do not fight j in our Own proper persons, | 
let it not be. supposed that we wiilnot give ample Satis: 
faction to all those who may choose to demand it—for 
this would be a mistake of the first magnitude, and lead 
very valiant gentlemen perhaps into what is called a 
quandary. Yt would be a thousand and one pities, that 
any honest man, after taking to himself the cap and 
bells which we merely offere to his acceptance, should & 
hot have the privilege of being cudgeled into the bar @@ - 
gain We pride ourselves upon giving satisfac tion In evs 
ery department of our paper ; and to fill that of fizhting, 
have engaged two of those strapping heroes of the thea- 
tre, who figure in the retinue of our ginger-bread kings 
anid queens—-now hurry an old stuff petticoat en their 
backs, and strut senators of Rome, or aldermen of Low- 
don--and now be-whisker their muffin faces witty burit 
cork, and swagger right valiant warriors, armed cap-a- i?" 
pee, In buckram, Should, therefore, any great littic] 
man about town, take offence at our good natured vil- Bf 
lony, though we intend to offend nobody under heaven, 
he will plea se to apply at any hour after twelve o ‘cloc: kK, 
as our champions wil! ben be off duty at the theatre, 
and ready for any thing. They have promised to fight 




















oa’ 


«¢ with or without be lis ‘-—-to give two tweaks of the nase 
for one—-to subinit to be kicked, a and to cudge! their ap 
plicant most heartily in return this being what we 
underst and by “ the saiis suc tion of; a centleman 
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